Well, it's been quite a while since I've blogged anything and I get this feeling people are curious, so here goes nothing.

Well, from what I know, it was back in May that I woke up one morning with... well, this child within me.  I don't remember anything about how it happened, but I do remember going out the night previously and drinking heavily (boyfriend troubles).  I must've passed-out somewhere and was picked-up by ... well, whatever this race calls themselves.

The first day (the day after the drinking) I already had a slight paunch, but I didn't think anything of it... I thought I might've ate too much, since I also threw up.  A lot.  Had to take the day off.  Was fine the days following, didn't think too much of it.

When the weekend came, I was in my kitchen at dinnertime when I got this incredible cramp.  I didn't know what it was at the time, but it must've been the child, since I crawled into bed and passed out again.  The next morning my belly was large enough that people who knew me would ask questions.  It was roughly the size of a soccer ball in my belly.  Found some more unflattering clothes and dealt with it.

About Mid-June, I woke up in the middle of the night with another cramp, this one running from my distended belly through my chest to my right arm.  I thought it was some form of strange charley-horse.  Obviously I was extremely naive, since I had never had a charley-horse before.  Within a week of that, though, my body ached... my belly started turning transparent as it swelled larger, revealing the strange bluish baby within, seemingly swimming about (I might add, when he stirs it's quite pleasurable, when he jumps it can hurt).

A week following that, my right arm and breasts started feeling fatter and more tender than usual, and within another week my right arm had swollen to the point where it was more like it was melting... and it feels extremely flexible... well, yes, like a tentacle, just without the suckers.  My chest started dividing like a cell in mitosis, developing a few additional nipples atop numerous smaller oddly-shaped breasts.  Some of them express milk when I get tense, which, thankfully, is rare.

I still seem to feel everything, and I'm quite content with how things are... I just don't know why it's happening, or what else will happen.  Sometimes my head aches and I feel like the child's trying to tell me something, but it hurts too much to 'listen'.  Maybe if I focus on it more often I can try to sense what it wants to say...

If you want to know anything else, please feel free to leave a comment if you want me to reply in public, or send me an e-mail if you want some privacy.  andreahavare@gmail.com .

Ciao